PROBLEMS OF THE FUTURE
on the main line of the Bagdad Railway, fifty
miles (or a four hours run) from Constantinople,
I found that, as a rule, my letters and papers
took longer to come (in the Turkish post) from
the capital than it had taken them to come out
from England. From England to Constanti-
nople took them a little less than four days;
and these last fifty miles took them in many
cases five! A daily newspaper, sent with unfail-
ing regularity every day from home, would arrive
in batches of two and three. Yet letters and
papers were handed over at once by the British
post office at Constantinople to the Ottoman
post as soon as they arrived. The fault lies in
the general slackness of officials, as well as in the
inferiority of the underpaid employes. The only
postal official at Derinje during my stay was a
Turk, who could only read his own language
with great difficulty (and often, I had good
reason to believe, he guessed rather than read)
and knew not a word of any other. Even when
the address was in Turkish, this good soul would
turn a letter round and round half a dozen times
before being satisfied that he had mastered the
superscription. The Port Master, an Austrian,
who had resided there for many years, told me
that the last postman had been able to read
at any rate proper names in Latin character.
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